THE   LEMON   GARDENS

lemons overhead, half-visible, a swarm of ruddy oranges
by the paths, and here and there a fet citron. It is almost
like being under the sea.

At the corners of the path were round little patches of
ash and stumps of charred wood, where fires had been
kindled inside the house on cold nights. For during the
second and third weeks in January the snow came down
so low on the mountains that, after climbing for an hour,
I found myself in a snow lane, and saw olive orchards on
lawns of snow.

The padrone says that all lemons and sweet oranges are
grafted on a bitter-orange stock. The plants raised from
seed, lemon and sweet orange, fell prey to disease, so the
cultivators found it safe only to raise the native bitter
orange, and then to graft upon it.

And the maestra - she is the schoolmistress, who wears
black gloves while she teaches us Italian - says that the
lemon was brought by St Francis of Assisi, who came to
the Garda here and founded a church and a monastery.
Certainly the church of San Francesco is very old and
dilapidated, and its doisters have some beautiful and original
carvings of leaves and fruit upon the pillars, which seem to
connect San Francesco with the lemon, I imagine him
wandering here with a lemon in his pocket. Perhaps he
made lemonade in the hot summer. But Bacchus had been
before him in the drink trade.

Looking at his lemons, the Signore sighed. I think he
hates them. They are leaving him in the lurch. They are
sold retail at a halfpenny each all the year round. *But that